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I'VE GOT AN IDEA... LISTEN. 1 
I'LL TAP OUT THE EVTHVM 
OF A SONS AND YOU TKY 
TO SUESS ITS NAME.. 
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QUIT PUSHING VQU 
BIS LU© '.! LET ME SO 

TWE SAME CELL' WITH 
UNCLE SAM!. 1 
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CHARTS AND 
MARS OF DER OUTTER 

WATERS OF DER CANAL 
COMPLETE OUR SCHEME 
TO DCS TWOV IT !.' LOOK! 

i will show you- 



7 NOW DOT VE kNOW 
EXACTLY WHERE DEC ' 
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WE'VE SOT 
GET OUT OF= 
HEBE.. CAN 
VDU 

walk: 




S-GOSi-1,1 THOUGHT I 
WAS A SONEC SUt2E=.. 
^OU SAVED 1 




THEBES BUDDY AND THE 

OTHEES.,SOOD GLOEY.. 
THOSE GUACDS SPOTTED J 

THa^/ 1 
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MEANWHILE, BUDDY AND 
THE OTWE.es- LAND IN 
PANAMA.. AND RUSH TO 
TH£ NAVAL COMMISSION- 




GET A PATEOL BOAT AND 
SEAECH EVERV FEE1GHTEI? 
OUTSIDE THE CANAL AT 
ONCE. . ONE OF THEM I' 

LOADED WITH NJTEO 
GLVCEEINE AND IS GOING 
TO ISAM THE SATUM 

LAKE SPILLWAY, 
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OVER THE INFERNO OF NO MAN' 
LAND, THE UNKNOWN FU£S 
TOWARD THE RUSSIAN! LWES.I 
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l-BUT, SUH, AH AINT IS'T ,A<=OGE 
IN LOVE WIP ALL <^ AH $UTS 
VO' MONEV. . ALL, \yO-0/6MOUF 
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HI -VO'- ALL, MC. QUICKSILVER. . 
IS VO' ALL COK-1IN' T'HELP 
ME SET MAM 
MONEY-CHILE 'l 
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WHO TV!' CRAZY 
FOOL. TWat DONE 
BUSTED UP 
MAH CAC2 7 



'S DON'T ^N-NOVLOOKiE L 
CAKE.'AHS SHERE, PUSSY- ^ 
SONN A TEAK \FOOT . , WE WAS 
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FEOM UMB/ /KNOWS WE I! 
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RETURNING TO H£ADQu*WT£«S, 
SAl.LV GOES THROUGH THE 
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Merlin takes the shape of 
hiroh1to, emperor of japan '/ 
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1 PARALYZING STING BY 
THE WASP ENDS THE 
SPIDER'S MURDEROUS 
CAREER? 




WELL -HE DIDN'T 
NEED US AFTER 
ALL -THAT WAS 
SOME SPIDER, 
DAUGHTER \/ 
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GHOST TOWN MURDER 



Ghost Town lay asleep under 
the wan moonlight. The bleached 
carcasses of its ancient buildings 
were whitish bones in a skeleton 
graveyard. The eerie effect was 
not lessened by the several score 
of tattered crosses studding "boot- 
hill" immediately back of the 
town. Each of those crosses could 
have told a story — a story of vio- 
lence and bloodshed and sudden 
death. For Ghost Town — once 
known as Bonalite — had a history 
more vivid than any of the many 
other abandoned mining towns 
in the area. 

But Ghost Town was not with- 
out life. There was old Bullwhip 
Sellers, who occupied a ram- 
shackle cabin at the east edge 
of the town. Bullwhip was a des- 
ert rat of the first (and last) water. 

Bullwhip's past wasn't very 
well known by anyone. He was a 
taciturn, moody man, seeming to 
hate the world and everything in 
it. Everything, that is, except the 
meager grains of gold dust he 
wrested from the earth. 

All these things I learned sub- 
sequently, after I was called on to 
solve the murder that occurred 
near Ghost Town last September. 
It was one of the strangest cases 
I ever handled, and I've been in 
on some queer ones, you can be 
sure, in my ten years as a detec- 
tive! I arrived in Ghost Town 
at — 

But perhaps I should introduce 
Johnny Kwan at this point. For 
it is about Johnny that this story 
deals. Young Kwan was a Kor- 
ean, English Editor of "The New 
Korean," the newspaper of that 
name published in Los Angeles. 

Johnny, a very well educated 
chap with an unquenchable pen- 
chant for the bizarre and out-of- 
the-ordinary, had slipped up to 
Ghost Town to "pick up a bit of 
the old West," as he had put it. 
Naturally he had met old Bull- 
whip, and right off they had 



struck up a sort of friendship. (At 
least this is what Johnny wrote 
back to his paper, which he kept 
informed of most of his move- 
ments.) 

Going over the sheaf of letters 
he sent into the editorial office, 
we pieced together the following 
story: Johnny had arrived in 
Ghost Town on a Sunday eve- 
ning, driving his small sedan. 
Having heard something of Bull- 
whip, he called on him first, hop- 
ing that Bullwhip would help 
him find a suitable place to bed 
down for the duration of his visit. 
Bullwhip had obliged him by 
helping to clean a room in the 
Pot o' Gold Hotel, most of which 
was still standing. 

About a week later he went 
with Bullwhip on one of the 
man's many quests for a richer 
gold mine. They worked well 
into the Fire Mountains, finding 
nothing in the way of good 
"color." 

Johnny knew not one thing 
about prospecting, but he picked 
up considerable information 
from old Bullwhip, and by the 
end of a week, he knew how to 
detect color, and the type of ter- 
rain in which to look for it. 

"Look," he said to Bullwhip 
one morning when they were 
preparing to start forth. "I like 
the looks of that canon a mile east 
of here; you don't. So what you 
say I tackle that one, and you go 
up the one you prefer?" (These 
are his own quotes, from his 
letters.) 

Bullwhip readily agreed, and 
gave him one of the burros. 
Johnny and the old prospector 
parted then, each on his own 
way. 

It was late in the afternoon of 
the same day that Johnny stum- 
bled upon a streak of color in a 
ledge of quartz. At first he 
couldn't believe it; it looked too 



rich. But applying the usual tests, 
he found to his delight that he 
had indeed discovered a healthy 
vein of virgin gold. He carefully 
marked the place and returned 
hurriedly to camp. Bullwhip was 
there, not in a very good mood, 
because he had been unlucky. 
When Johnny told him about his 
find, Bullwhip was skeptical. So 
the next morning they set out for 
Johnny's claim. 

When Bullwhip saw the vein 
(according to the letters) he 
simply stared, his mouth hanging 
open, and said one word — a blis- 
tering oath. But it was an 
exclamation of surprise. He had 
never seen a richer streak. He 
thumped Johnny on the back, 
telling him that he was a wealthy 
man. Jobnny insisted that half of 
the gold was Bullwhip's. But the 
old prospector turned it down. 

"It's all yours, you danged 
young Indian, 1 ' he cried. "I'll 
help ye git rigged up and show 
ye how to start minin'. We'll 
in the mornin'." . v" 

So that was how it was. Bull- 
whip got Johnny started at the 
mining operations, then he left 
on another hunt. This time, he 
assured Johnny, he would find a 
claim or else! 

That's as far as the letters went. 
From the time Johnny got his 
mine going, no letters were forth- 
coming. A month passed. Two. 
The office sent letter after letter, 
but no reply. They began to get 
worried. This wasn't like Johnny. 
And even the advent of the mine 
could hardly change their cap- 
able young editor so much. So I 
was called in to make the trip. 
It was more of a lark for me, I 
felt. I had the idea that mining 
that yellow gold had gone some- 
what to Kwan's head; it's hap- 
pened to millions of others. 

I met old Bullwhip and heard 
all the details. Johnny had 
worked his mine until it petered 



out. Then he had left Ghost 
Town, according to Bull whip. 
He was bowled over when I told 
him that Johnny had never re- 
turned to his home. 

There was little doubt that 
Johnny had gone; his car wasn't 
anywhere around and, little as I 
know about mines, I could see 
that the vein had been worked 
clean. 

I hung around Ghost Town 
for two or three days and chatted 
a lot with Bullwhip. I knew there 
was something he was holding 
back, but just what it was I 
couldn't pry loose. Of course, I 
laid much of Buliwhip's reticence 
to his peculiar mode of life — 
alone for years. Yet I couldn't put 
the thing out of mind, that Bull- 
whip *asn't telling all he knew. 

The next afternoon I was stroll- 
ing through "boothill" when I 
came suddenly upon a grave that 
looked different from the others. 
At first I couldn't tell what was 
different, but a closer inspection 
showed me that the hard ground 
was slightly lighter in Color than 
the rest of the grim place. So this 
was a newer grave! Bullwhip 
was on a gold hunt in the hills, 
so I had no fear that he would see 
me. I got a shovel and soon had 
that grave wpen. 

Yes, you guessed it, I found all 
that remained of Johnny Kwan. 
The side of his head was either 
hashed in or it had been blown 
away by a gunshot. 1 filled in the 
grave and decided to say nothing 
to Bullwhip for the nonce. After 
all J couldn't prove that he had 
killed Johnny. 

Bur that night I couldn't re- 
frain from saying something to 
Bullwhip about his reluctance to 
tell all. I said, "Bullwhip, you 
aren't telling me everything I 
want to know about Johnny's 
disappearance. You know some- 
thing. Come on, spill it!" 

I saw him tense. He looked at 
me queerly with his narrow, 
oblique eyes. "Yeah?" he drawled. 
"An" what if 1 do know somerhin' 
1 ain't peeped? What would you 
do about it?" Bullwhip always 
carried a heavy revolver and his 
hand hovered over it like the 
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talons of a hawk. I grinned. 

"Don't like kidding worth a 
darn, do you?'' I breezed. "Forget 
it, Bullwhip." But i knew that 
henceforth I would have to be on 
my guard. I found out soon 
enough that I was right. 

"Let's go up an' have a look at 
Johnny's old mine tomorrer," in- 
vited Bullwhip the next morn- 
ing. "I think I'll go down to Ben- 
ton and pick up some grub. Be 
back this evenin'." 

He rode off then, swearing to 
his burros. I decided to take a 
look at Johnny's mine on my own. 
So I set out soon after Bullwhip 
had disappeared from view. I was 
within a mile of the mine en- 
trance when I saw it. Buliwhip's 
burros standing idly near the 
mine. I squinted. Yes, Bullwhip 
was up in a juniper tree doing 
something. But what? I wished I 
had binoculars. It didn't take the 
fellow long to do what he was 
about. A few minutes later he 
descended, mounted a burro and 
rode south. 

I hurried to the mine. I climbed 
that tree and found a neat little 
engwe of death all ready and 
waiting. For me! But I also saw 
how I'd fool Bullwhip and force 
a confession out of him. 

As we rode to the mine the 
next morning, Bullwhip hummed 
a slangy desert song. He was in 
jolly fettle. We dismounted near 
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the tree. Bullwhip hung back, 
fumbling with a saddle cinch. He 
said, "You go ahead, Mike. I'll be 
with you soon's I fix this consarn 
cinch; keeps slippin'." 

I went ahead. But I went pre- 
pared. First I loosened the gun in 
my shoulder holster. Then I 
picked up a length of timber 
which I had placed there the day 
before. When I was a few feet 
from the tree, I hurled the tim- 
ber. There was a terrific roar, and 
the dust swirled up just where I 
should have been had I followed 
Buliwhip's suggestion. 

I whirled quickly, drawing my 
gun, covering the startled Bull- 
whip, who already had his Colt 
half way out of its holster. 

"Fooled you, Bullwhip!" 
I snapped. "Johnny didn't. Pretty 
clever of you to fasten that shot- 
gun in the tree. No one — espe- 
cially Johnny — could see that 
thin strand of copper wire against 
the sand. Johnny kicked it, jerk- 
ing the trigger on the shotgun 
. . . Well, let's start riding. I'm 
arresting you for the murder of 
John Kwan." 

* * * 

P.S.: Oh, yes. Where was 
Johnny's car? Clever 
old Bullwhip! He had 
smashed it to pieces 
and buried it in "boot- 
hill" alongside the 
other corpses! 
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TW/S /S YOUS 
KILL 



EYCLD'K 
UPID 
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HE A/NT STUPID 

ay ~g°ll rox- 
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AS DAWN BREAK5/THE PAWNEE'S 
5KIPPER,UEUT. COMMANDER 

BLAKE IS ON THE BRIDGE 
WITH HIS EXECUTIVE OFFICER 



KEEP THE MEN ON 
THE HYDROPHONES, 
CONROY.-WE DON'T 





THE HEAVY, ROLLINS BULK OF THE TRANSPORT PLOWS 
ALONG STEADILY OFF THE PAWNEE'S PORT BEAM 




NATIONAL COMICS 



BEYOND THE CARLINIA.THE 
..SECOND I ESCORT DESTROYER, THE 
U.S. S. DRAKE , PROTECTS THE BIS 
LINER'S PORT FLANK 



ABOARD THE CARLINIA 



I FEEL PRETT/ SAFE WITH 

THE PAWNEE E5C0RT1NS US 

--THAT'S THE DESTROYER 

THAT SANK THE JAP PLANE 

CARRIER.-iTHEY ALSO GOT 

A SUB !! 



TOWARD5 EVENING OUR 
ESCORT ISTO BE JOINED BY 
A TASK FORCE OF TWO 
CRUISERS AND MORE 
DESTROYERS-WE'LL BE 
WELL PROTECTED THEN- 




THE BIG TROOP TRANSPORT MOVES AT REDUCED SPEED THROUGH 
THE GREY MURK WITH HER 5HAD0WY ESCORTS ON EITHER SIDE 




HELLO THE BRIDGE - 
SUBMARINE CONTACT 
ASTERN--130 DEGREES 
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IT'S A JAP 5UB ALL 
RIGHT-- HE 5POTTED 
US AT DAWN, BUT THE 
FOG CLOSED IN BEFORE 
HE COULD GET INTO A 
FIRING. P05ITION 



THE ONLY WAY HE CAN 
JUDGE THE CAPilNIA'S 
COURSE AMD SPEED NOW 
15 TO TRAIL ASTERN AND 
LAUNCH HIS TORPEDOES 
FROM THERE WHEN HE'S , 
CLOSE ENOUGH TO SEE HER ! 




KEEP THAT FOG SIREN GOING, 
CONROY.-!! I CAN HEARTHE 
DRAKE'S SIREN SOMEWHERE 
OFF TO STARBOARD 



BUT THE WILY SUB COMMANDER HAS 
HEARD THE SHRILL WHINE OF THE DESTROy- 
ERS PROPELLORS AS THEY COME BACK TO _, 
SEARCH FOR HIM ASTERN OFTHE TRANSPORT 



ABOARD THE RAWHEE 

CONTACTED , 

SUBMARINE AGAIN! 

SHES MOVING 

SOMEWHERE JU5T 

AHEAD OF THE 

CARLINIAv.Ji 
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INSTANTLYTHE PAWNEE'S HELM 15 
SLAMMED HARD OVER--AND WITH 
THE FORCED DRAFT BLOWERS HOWL" 
IHG.SHE SPINS ABOUT TO OVERTAKE 
THE IMPERILED LINER. 
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LOOK — !! SKIPPER,. _ 
THE DRAKE IS COMING 
UP FROM THE OTHER 
SIDE OF THE CARLIHIAS 
WE'RE CUT OFF. 



IF WE GO OH WE'LL 
RAM THE DRAKE, _- 
IF WE TRy TO TURN 
THE CARLINIA WILL 
RAM U5. 



MAP OF ACTION >■ 



SOUND COLLISION 
ALARM, CONROY--I'M 

60ING BETWEEN 'EM 

IT'S OUR ONLY CHANCE!! 




BUTJHE PAWNEE'S 
DEPTH CHARGES HAVE 
HITTHEIRTARGET..-. 1 ! 
CRIPPLED By THE 
EXPLOSIONSJHE JAP 
SUB IS FORCED TOTHE 
SURFACE. ..AND IT 
ROLLS HELPLESSLY 
DIRECTLY IN THE 
PATH OF THE ONRUSH- 
ING CARLINIA !! 



I 



• 
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OH--BROTKER.'!-_ANOTHER 
CLOSE OME LIKE THAT AND 
I'LL BE READV FOR A PAD- 
DEO CELL 




THAT OLD FOOL OH THE 
CARUNIA MUST HAVE 
INCREASED HIS SPEED--!! 
EVEN THE JAP SUB CAPTAIN, 
WAS CAUSHT BY SURPRISE 
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